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Cooke, 2013; Carless, Sparkes, Douglas & Cooke, 2014; Douglas & Carless, 2015) . These personnel are adapting to life with a physical impairment (such as limb amputation/s or impairment from gunshot or an improvised explosive device), chronic illness, and/or psychological disability (often diagnosed as anxiety, depression, or post-traumatic stress disorder) in the wake of the Iraq or Afghanistan wars. As researchers working on a large commissioned evaluation, we feel acutely the kinds of contractual, economic and political pressures described above. We are obliged to work to tight deadlines and budgets, to provide those who fund our work the evidence they seek in the form they expect. But, at the same time, we remain committed to 'ethically responsible activist research' (Denzin & Giardina, 2010, p. 17) . We believe this kind of research is needed in the settings we work. The story we share here, then, stems from our desire to be transparent about the methodologies we have developed, refined and used within what is a challenging context. Throughout our work, we have struggled to answer the kinds of questions that plague qualitative researchers: How might we gain insights into intense, traumatic, even life-changing experiences? Should we be inviting individuals to recount or revisit such potent moments from their lives? What interpretive framework might we draw on to make sense of what are sometimes senseless experiences? How can we share any ensuing understanding with others without diluting, diminishing or disrespecting the lives of soldiers or their families? How can our work meaningfully contribute to the lives of the soldiers we meet, their families and others like them?
The following story explores these kinds of questions and responds to Norman Denzin's (2003) challenge to 'reanimate' life -our own as well as each participant's. Here, the desire to 'reanimate' life provokes us to reflect on how our own life stories and values emerge, merge and intertwine with those of the participants. It calls us to interrogate how our past experiences and positioning (for example, concerning the military) positioned us in particular ways as we entered the field. Rather than our methodology being an intellectual exercise for academic purposes, we When two worlds collide 5 aspire to Erickson's (2010) provocation to write with greater modesty, visibility and reflexivity, in order to affirm the dignity of those whose lives we research and reveal some of the complexities of their lives and histories, without sacrificing the unique stories and relationships that developed.
When two worlds collide

At school … 1980-something
It was a glancing blow to the shoulder, backed up with, 'Cadet, get in fucking step!' But he didn't move. Was there something to prove? This Cadet wasn't sure, but if ever 'stubborn' took an embodied form, he was it was at that moment. So he stood his ground, looked Lance Corporal Fikes in the eye and muttered under his breath, 'Asshole.'
The muffled abuse was lost beneath two falling, entangled bodies, rolling across the makeshift school parade ground. The marching up-and-down, at least for today, was over. * 'It's not a big deal, really,' Mr Noble, a maths teacher, said in the small, impromptu staff meeting, trying to put the 'problem' in context. 'They're 15-year-olds, flexing their growing egos.' He chuckled, sat forward in his chair, placed his elbows on the table and his chin in his hands. The move, and his flexing biceps, somehow showed the absurdity of the situation on the parade ground. It was summer, and Mr Noble's short sleeve shirt meant the muscular show was not lost in on his colleagues. Mr Noble, you see, along with being a mathematics teacher, was a UK power-lifting champion. He didn't need to raise his voice. His muscular form spoke volumes about discipline, sport and the ethos of the school. Have you ever seem a man in a wheelchair perform a pirouette? Spin on the spot, 360-degrees, at speed and then stop, as they say, on a dime. Then, roll backwards, tip the front up and balance on two wheels, laugh, spin again. Now, give him a ball, and put him on a basketball court.
Imagine that same man -dirt in his mouth, his eyes, his teeth and hands bloody, legs missing, genitals exposed through torn fatigues, broken skin, lying motionless on an Arab desert floor, thousands of miles from his home, unable to move -when the thought flashes across his mind: 'I CAN'T FUCKING MOVE!' Fast forward. Through the months of rehab, pain, lies, humiliation, lost hope, fear. Sat at home, alone, drugged up, angry, lost. And no one comes to visit. A month passes, two months, three months, four, a year … apathy … another year.
The clash of iron, the noise, the exhilaration, the possibility, fun, laughter, blokes ribbing each other, speed down the court. Lungs bursting, perspiration flooding, adrenaline pumping, a body that recognises, remembers, the feelings, they were good, weren't they? They were lost, weren't they? And here they are -again. Dare a man … believe again?
Beer talk, Tuesday evening
Empty pint glasses littered the table. Evidence of a long evening or, perhaps, only evidence of seasoned drinkers.
'My round lads,' Colin announced as he began to collect the empties.
'Yours was a Stella?' he said to Al. 'John Smith's,' he nodded towards Liam, then, 'Guinness and Guinness too I believe?' He carried on until orders were placed and, defying gravity with the number of empty glasses he held in his arms, made his way to the crowded bar.
In between the 'Mine's a Stella, ta,' beer orders, Al explained the reason for his current physical inactivity, finishing with, 'I can do fuck all to be honest.' And then, as if to provide When two worlds collide 9 proof, he rolled up his trouser leg, removed his shoe and sock, and exposed a long, red bulging scar. 'Now that,' he said, pointing at the fault line running down blotchy white skin, 'is just the start of it.' He continued describing 'the problem' while rotating his leg to give everyone a panoramic view, ending with, 'It's a fuck!'
The climbing coach was more optimistic. 'Well, we can adapt the harness to take pressure off your leg...' Matt, another soldier, rescued a glass displaced by Al's leg across the table and raised his eyebrows. Then, twisting his head to look more closely at the exposed wound, said, 'Mate, I
dream of having a scar like that on my ankle!' David, along with the rest of the group laughed at the thick, black irony: Matt, you see, had lost both his legs.
Liam, putting his glass a little too firmly on the table, instantly drew all eyes towards him.
Looking at Al's scar, he followed the crash of the glass with, 'So, your ankle doesn't work?
That's a hell of a lot better than your dick not working.' David didn't much like what he was hearing, but there was something about the way this tale was being told, its message, that bit-by-bit inched him into the story. This wasn't about glory.
It was shame. Vulnerability. Pain. A man who had begun to see differently. It was about two men -sat side-by-side, nursing pints in a bar -both starting to see differently.
'But then they told me there was a ricochet.' This time Scott looked at David. Was Scott checking to see if David was paying attention? Was he looking for reassurance to carry on? David was attending alright. He hadn't taken his eyes of Scott -he was watching his every move, every David: I had a beer in the bar after dinner, well a couple actually, and one of the soldiers, Scott, just … he wouldn't stop talking
Kitrina: Well that's good isn't it?
David: Well, yes. And no. It sort of happened before I was ready really. One minute we were in a group talking about tomorrow's canoeing, and then suddenly the others went off to watch the football and we were alone. My recorder was in my bag, and I felt really awkward about stopping him and going over protocols or whatever. It just seemed completely wrong! There was no time to go back to what we said in the introduction yesterday, to make sure he understood how we collect our findings, and it was just … it was pretty heavy what he was telling me about his life.
But it was all really relevant to our work.
Kitrina: So what did you do?
David: What could I do? To be really honest, it had already been a really long day, I'd been on the go since seven this morning. I was knackered and wanted to go to bed. Starting to hear someone's story at ten at night is not such a good thing for me. The thought of stopping the conversation to pull out a recording device when someone starts to When two worlds collide 13 share something important -its not just that it will ruin everything but its disrespectful, formulaic, makes others adhere to our conventions. We've already told them what we're doing here during the first session, we've told them what we are interested in, we've been through all the 'ethics' forms we're required to complete. The way the most important exchanges happenspontaneously -to say 'stop!' or 'can you repeat that so I can record it?' would just lose the moment, the intimacy, it would intrude. It'd be ridiculous really. It just doesn't feel right. David: Well, at the moment, writing this story seems the most faithful and honest way to respond
Kitrina
Kitrina: What does -was Scott his name?
David: Yes
Kitrina: What does he think about it?
David: Gimme a break! I've only just started writing it so I don't know yet! I'll see him at breakfast but that won't be a good time to chat. I think there may be time at the volleyball or the canoeing tomorrow afternoon. If not, then at dinner maybe. And we can take it from there.
Dinner, Wednesday evening
'Hey Scott,' David said sitting down opposite Scott in the canteen. He wanted to come straight out and say, 'I need you to read a story I've written about you' but he was nervous about asking and more than a little uncertain. There were numerous ethical concerns running through his mind -he imagined Scott could not have expected to see these fragments of his life assembled on the page, in a whole. David also recognised that if he'd got this story down faithfully it could David: Well, these guys' experiences… they are so… quashed. We never hear about them. The news reports who died and who was injured. These guys -the ones who carry the emotional consequences of it all -aren't on the curriculum, they're off the radar, so people don't have a clue what's going on. I feel we should be doing more, you know, to get these stories out there, to make David: Well, the last thing he said to me was he was like a jigsaw puzzle that was all separate pieces. But now, the puzzle is half done. The idea that his story might help someone else seemed important to him. But as for him doing more or being more involved, well, he's still only half done. He needs to carry on with his recovery and, practically, he needs work. He's gonna be out of the Army shortly and without a job. But he said he didn't want to be a taker. I said to him I thought his story, we could try to publish it, the exact version he'd read and amended, try and get it used, you know, out there. We could use it with students. And there would be no pressure on him to do anything further if he didn't want to. That sort of appealed to him I think. You know, it seems to be important to all the guys I spoke with that their stories make a difference, achieve something, help someone. Or at least have the potential to make a difference -that something can come of all this pain and suffering.
Kitrina: David, you know that song of yours that goes, 'If I took this heart ache and planted it this evening, could there tomorrow be something wild and strong and free?' Sorry if I got your lyrics wrong, but that sentiment -that this is all such a mess of heartache, loss, tragedy. He can't ever repair the loss for that little girl. Or the hundreds like her. Or the pain of her family -and all the other families. Or the dark places that these guys go to after things like this. But you can take that seed he offered you. That's what you must do: plant this heartache so that something else might grow. Could you take what you have of Scott's story, and get it out there, give it a chance to grow? Would that be a respectful way to stand with him, honour the events -evil and goodas they unfold in our lives? I may get hammered for saying this, but it seems we should not shy away from telling these stories sweetie. Get Scott's story out.
Scott's Story
One hundred and thirty-three pounds. That's the weight of kit I was carrying in Afghan. there, but before they were kind of there somehow without me knowing it. Now, at least, I know it, so they're not in there all the time. A while back, I couldn't have talked to you like this. I was like a jigsaw puzzle that was all separate pieces. But now, the puzzle is half done. I'm halfway there.
The last month has really transformed me -two weeks at the Personnel Recovery Unit and this week here on the Battle Back course. Before, I wasn't bothering about myself. I wasn't shaving, my beard was out here, and my hair was long, just a mess. I went AWOL. I did different jobs. I didn't care about myself. You know, I'd be at home with my brother, nothing to do, we'd be bickering, blah, blah, this and that. And then, my wife leaving me at the time I needed her most. But lately, I've had the chance to just get away -a change of people, a different place. Like When two worlds collide 22 here at dinner now, we're all here together, we've all been through the same stuff, we all understand, you see. So I can relax, not worry about stuff. But when you're on your own for a year or more with nothing to do -that on its own is enough to drive you crazy, you know.
Getting into these kinds of environments, like here at Battle Back, has really helped me feel confident in myself again. It's brought a bit of structure -things to do -that's missing if you're at home. And the climbing -that was so much fun. I just loved it. If it carries on like this, I'll have a smile right round the back of my head by the end of the week! I haven't felt this good for a couple of years, I'd say. That day on its own has made me feel positive about things -things I can do that I wouldn't have thought I could do anymore. I got back to myself as I used to be.
And while I was climbing, I just got lost in it while I was doing it. The usual thoughts and images went away. I was just thinking about what I was doing at that moment. 
